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she had seen workmen emptying vast quantities of bones out
of a ditch in the Montparnasse Cemetery, morning after morning.
She said it must have "been either a ' potter's field', or some
part of the Cemetery allotted to paupers, whose ' remains ' are
only given three years. She described the finding of one solitary
coffin, and how the bottom fell out and a skeleton came to view
with a few rags of clothes. Her version of these sinister sights,
as seen at early dawn, was rather effective. Then afterwards
I went with her to the Cafe des Lilas for coffee. And later I
came across Kelly and others at the Cafe de Versailles, and
stayed talking some time. The evening outdoor life of Mont-
parnasse, in its circles so exclusively English and American,
makes no appeal to me at all. It seems obviously ' insular *,
the contented ignorance of these people concerning the real life
of the city in which they live.
To-day I wrote " Hugo " from 10 a.m. till 7.15 p.m. and then
wrote letters from 9.15 p.m. to midnight. It is a long time
since I wrote so many words in a day. I have done 10,000
words of " Hugo " in three days.
Friday, June 24$.
Last night I had a long and very real dream of a great French
novelist of the igth cent, named Valentin Cheri. He was some-
thing in the style of Beyle, but wrote between 1860 and 1870.
I can no longer remember the names of his best books, but I
did know them in the dream. And I was astounded to find
that in all my surveys of French fiction I had invariably for-
gotten Cheri. I wondered how soon someone would point out
the extraordinary and repeated omission and prove that I had
no business to write about French fiction. Even after I was
wakened Ch6ri continued to be real to me and to cause me
uneasiness on the score of my carelessness and ignorance. And
it was not till I had got up and begun to drink my tea that
the mists cleared away and I perceived that the whole thing
was nothing but a dream. I have seldom had a dream more
real and fuller of circumstantial detail.
Monday, June zyth.
Hind, returned from his European tour,,dined with me last
night at the Hippodrome. He said he had not talked to any
one since he saw me last, and that when the tour was about
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